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Summary:
Andrew gets what's coming to him; a nice lengthy sentence in a very special can. I hope they make some room for him.

Notes:
This is set in the immediate aftermath of the 'neutral' ending of chapter 2.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Chapter 1: Andrew Reborn
Chapter Text
“Lay down on your stomach – and DON’T FUCKING MOVE!”

“You kids enjoy killing people, huh? How does it feel to get put in your place bud?”

“Don’t you fuckin’ resist! Give me those arms you scrawny weasel.”

A knee digs into my back and I let out a pained groan unintentionally. I will NOT let these guys know they are hurting me.  They place the handcuffs around my wrists and tighten them much more than necessary.

This is it; these are my final moments outside of incarceration, before my new life begins. Two relatively young cops – probably in their late twenties by my estimation – take their time and enjoy apprehending me and leading me to a black SUV.

As they shove me into the back seat – ensuring that I hit my head and ostracizing me thoroughly for it – I begin to reflect on the events of the past hour or so. I really have no idea how long it lasted, it felt like an eternity, but it probably was not much longer than a couple hours.

I knew that driving around in that dead mercenary’s car wasn’t a great idea. I never guessed there would be that much heat on it so quickly, however. Once we hit the highway it was like every police force in the country was alerted.

Turns out everything I feared and beyond was true. They knew everything: the deaths at the apartment, the mercenary, and our parents. The only one still held a secret was poor little Nina, that one still haunts me the most to this day. I can still feel what it was like to lift the cold, stiff corpse out of that box. I shut my eyes tight and a shiver runs down my spine.

“You doin’ alright back there, buddy? You need a blankie? HAHA!” The cops in the front seats laugh at me. I ignore them.

I didn’t pay close attention to what it was, but the mercenary had a nice car. When the cops got behind us and turned on their lights there was no question about what to do; I floored it and made some good distance between us before they caught back up. Even as we reached our max speed Ashley egged me on…

“FASTER DUMBASS! They’re catching up with us!” She yelled, grabbing my arm and making the already tense situation worse.

“This is as fast as we’re going Ashley. Please – you’re going to make me crash!”

She groaned and continued being a nuisance. I kept driving, desperate to find a way out of this situation. If they caught us I knew it would be the end of us, and I was scared what Ashley might do having little to no understanding of how the police work.

The cops behind us crept closer, our speed at 130 miles per hour. Thankfully there was not much traffic on the highway during the middle of the day. I kept driving, but they were faster, and they were in front of us. More and more cops joined the chase; I glanced in the rear view mirror at one point and couldn’t count them.

The car was running low on gas, I was stressed out, Ashley was pestering me constantly, and the cops were on my ass. I couldn’t focus on anything and one of them slipped up on us, clipping the rear bumper on the passenger side. The car spun and that was it; in an instant we were surrounded by blaring sirens and flashing lights. I couldn’t hear anything but I knew they would be around us screaming to get out of the car.

Once I was over the daze of what just happened I immediately looked over at the passenger seat my sister occupied. My stomach sank; she was there. That was the same moment I heard the one sound that could penetrate the brain-rattling sirens: gunshots, several of them. It didn’t take much imagination to know what just happened. My senses became numb and my mind swirled. I don’t even remember much about the rest of that time, but I know that I sat there for some time until they eventually opened up the door, grabbed me, and threw me to the ground.

Now, in the back seat of this police cruiser, I truly understand what it is like to feel suicidal. I have joked about it with Ashley, but now, without her, what do I have to live for? If they convict me on everything they have on me I will never step foot outside of prison again, not to mention the years-long show trial they will have for my case. Maybe some criminals would want that, maybe that would make them feel proud of their accomplishments. The problem is that I am anything but proud of this. I want to go back to college. I want to go back home. I want to go back.

The ride is long and uneventful, just as it should be. The cops up front chat to themselves, but I don’t give much attention to them. Those last moments replay in my head like a broken record; even my last moments of freedom were miserable. It feels like my life ended the moment I heard those gunshots, now I have been reborn into this new hell and I am a baby learning how to live this life.

As we drive by a sign reading “FULTON COUNTY JAIL” my spine tingles. This is it. This is what I have to look forward to. The large building comes into view; it is about ten floors, a tan color, and different wings of the jail jut out in different directions to give it an imposing impression. This jail has been in the news almost every day because of inmate deaths, rapes, and assaults. Just a few short days ago I was sitting with Ashley in front of the television mocking the poor bastards, now I am one of them, and deservedly so.

It was already late in the afternoon when I was detained, and the booking process is laborious. I spell my last name seemingly dozens of times. They take my mug shot; I try to look as neutral as I can, but the officer’s snickering leads me to believe I looked like a bitch. What does it even matter at this point, why do I care? They fingerprint me. My hands are shaking because I have been through hell on earth in the past couple of hours. I am given a rundown of my crimes: reckless endangerment, fleeing or eluding police, theft of a motor vehicle, two counts voluntary manslaughter, three counts premeditated murder. They warn me that these are just the charges I am being detained on and that there could be more once my trial date arrives.

Eventually I am led to a temporary holding cell by two officers. They open the big metal gate and lead me in without a word like an animal, remove the cuffs from my wrists, and exit, shutting and locking the gate. The environment of the jail is eerie; it isn’t loud and hectic as I imagined, but rather quiet, the prevailing noise a constant hum throughout the facility, I guess from the ventilation system. There is the occasional bump or clang, maybe from another cell opening and closing somewhere down the hall. This holding cell is located separately from the main jail, so I am not really in jail yet.

This cell is surprisingly tidy; the bed is made with somewhat fresh linens, the toilet looks almost clean enough to sit on, and all of the cockroaches I can see are dead. The lights are very dim, however, so I cannot see very clearly. So I’m in jail, what do I do now? I slouch into a relatively livable corner of the room and think.

My instincts begin kicking in and I analyze my situation, even though it is pretty clear I’m not getting out of here. Could I have avoided getting caught? Probably not. Could I have saved Ashley from herself? Definitely not, I’m flabbergasted she didn’t get herself killed much sooner. Am I going to start crying now that I remembered that she is dead and I will never see her again? Yes.

The next couple hours are spent this way, on-and-off crying, reflecting, remembering all my regrets in life; then something snaps. I think of Ashley for real for the first time in this new life. I was thinking of her before of course, but now I realize I will never see her again. Even if she were alive, I would never see her again. I did all of this for her. I dedicated nearly my entire life to defending and supporting her; but, like so many other things in my life, I failed at that, too. Almost all the people who ever knew me are dead, and the ones who aren’t have been assured that I am.

It feels like months pass by until a guard stops in front of my cell. It is the first living being I have seen since arriving and I get my hopes up a little that something might be about to happen to me, perhaps they will move me to a real cell, talk to me, take me back to complete more formalities. Instead, he drops a banana into the food tray and closes it, continuing down the hall without a word.

I don’t move. My mind clears up suddenly and I just glance around once again, now that my eyes have adjusted, at the grey walls, some peeling paint in the corners of the room, the small collection of dead juvenile cockroaches swept into a corner, and the dim orange light bulb overhead. This is all that I have now, in addition to a banana. I look down at my hands, first my palms, then the backs. They still look normal despite the trembling, but they remind me of Julia, who always enjoyed my long fingers, and teasing me about them.

My cramping stomach reminds me that I haven’t eaten anything since…

Jesus. Jesus Christ. Since I literally ate my parent’s flesh in a stew.

I feel my stomach rise and contract, that unique and inexorable sensation of something rising up through my guts. I reluctantly crawl to the toilet and throw up violently, clutching my pained stomach and heaving up all of its contents.

If Ashley could see me right now she would either burst out laughing or cry, and not tears of sadness, but tears of disappointment. I am shaking. My head is pounding. What has become of me? Did Ashley have me under some sort of trance? I didn’t really think that much of it at the time, but now, oh my god. Who am I? How did I do all that horrible shit?

After remaining hunched over for a while on my hands and knees in front of the toilet I slowly pick myself back up-

“Andy! Oh my god, what happened?” A shocked voice behind me says.

“Wha- Ashley?” My eyes go wide as I turn around and see my sister standing beside the bed inside my cell. Great, so now I’m hallucinating.

“What the fuck, Andy? Why are we in here? How did we even get in here? And how do we get out?” She questions, roaming the small area and testing the steel bars of the cell gate.

“Well, are we even here?” I pause, unsure what to say to my dead sister. “I mean, I don’t even know what is going on right now.”

“Well we have to fucking get out of here!” She says as she continues prying at the immovable cell gate.

I groan and roll my eyes, returning to the corner I sat in previously.

“You may as well give it up, it’s not going anywhere.” I can’t help grinning at her persistence.

“Are you joking?! You wanna just stay here and die in this shithole?!” She insists, turning to face me.

“Uh, I mean, no… but what are we going to do?”

“There has to be SOME way out of here!” She methodically inspects every inch of the cell, going from corner to corner, eventually turning her attention to the corners of the ceiling. She stands up on the tips of her toes, her hands nearly reaching the short ceiling. I can’t help noticing her top riding up a little to expose some of her lower back.

God damn it, even my hallucinations have to be perverse.

I watch her continue screwing around with the walls in silence for a while until my vision grows hazy. My perception fades and all I see is a blur of grey walls, dim orange light, and the shiny white floors outside my cell. My body feels numb and for the first time today I feel at ease. I allow my eyelids to droop and at that point I suppose I fall into a heavy sleep.
 